PREFACE
THIS age of atheists, materialists and neo-psychologists
finds little place in its cosmogony for the entity Called
Evil, By and large, we agree with the old Scotswoman who
held that "What's natural's no' nasty." By and large, the
practical application' of our theories seems to work even less
satisfactorily than in the days when the personal Devil was a
familiar and even popular figure,
I am no great reader, but I get the impression that the few
writers who still cherish His memory and seriously examine
His works are a few English and French Roman Catholics
and a handful of Calvinists north of the Tweed. I get the
further impression that the Catholics are afraid of Him and
that the Calvinists treat Him with the affectionate regard
shown by pathologists to their favourite strains of streptococci.
Before I expatiate on the greatest living exponent of the
Calvinist attitude to Evil, may I be allowed a word or two on
the Crime Novel? I have been reading a little of Cheyney
and Charteris, who stem, I believe,*$rom a very flourishing
American school. These books deal with the war of Society
against its enemies without accepting explicitly or implicitly
any idea of a moral Universe.
Except from the point of view of physical beauty, there is
little to choose between the athletic, ingenious, chain-smoking,
whisky-swilling liero and the villains he socks, slugs,1 pokes
in "the kisser, outwits and finally rubs out Even the simple
morality of the Queensberry Rules has no place in the fights.
These are Ossianic in their primitiveness, as much as in their
incredibility.
To see aonan struck in the face with an ungloved fist is a
most unpleasant sight* To see a man killed is pitiful and dis-
gusting,' Yet the most respectal^le persons daily abandon
themselves to detailed fantasies of these acts- We may assume
that their souls are purged with pity and ^rror through the
harmless medium of divine Art. I hope it mayjae so.
The same cannot be said of the fascinating reports of actual